88                     JUDITH PARIS                    i*ART

Are you so blind that you can sec no ghosts
behind the money-bags and ghosts behind them
again? Have you only your physical parts to
cram food into your swelling belly? *

(* I have no swelling belly/ Will thought
complacently. * I have an admirable figure/)"

Francis went on, coming closv ?n them, stand-
ing over them* His anger was pone us soon as
it had come, He spoke now gently.

* When I was small I had a dream of a grand
white horse breaking from an icy pool and breast-
ing  the  rockSj  tossing  its   mane*     I   have  not
dreamt that fora long while, but I know that that
dream is more real to me than all the chairs and
sofas, the mutton-pies and shoe-buckhs*    How
can you not tell that that only ir. real in this world*
that vision of ice and strength breaking if, and if
we have not seen  that we  have seen  nothing?
Who can tell what t$ Reality?    Hut this at least
I know, that ! shall never know happiness; until
I have seen more than you will ever see, Will, my
young brother/

* Thank   you   for   nothing*   Francis/   Will
answered* looking up at him am) smiling.    * I
prefer my money-bags to your white horse?*/

* Aye, I know what you think/ Francis broke
out passionately.    * What you all think.    That I
loaf at home and take what my father gives me*
. , . Wasting , . . wasting/    His voice broke*
* Our grandfather was so,    He was searching all
his days and never found anything* * . * For-
give me, I have been absurd, * This world itself
is absurd to me, but behind it . . . behind it